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In Heaven and Hell
Abstract
Of all the priceless provisions in Heaven Fire is foreign, Though food is free. But in cold harmattan Shall
the household of Heaven Take a trip to Hell?
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and my perfume of bark and peal and leaves
No
Tradition has a long dumb blade
and it bursts through everything
It liberated him
your triumphant innocent prisoner
for the small boys to prance behind me
holding their noses
His cell was too narrow
And she who drips filth
doesn't see her husband's son beyond weaning
She goes
Her soul's an odour
Hyenas yap on the rubbish mound of her sleep
I think about the prostitute walking slowly in the headlights
The ash reddens crackling softly under her long eyelashes
We are two halves
I envy her
I envy her
People call her and come close to her and touch her with
their hands
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IN HEAVEN AND HELL

Of all the priceless provisions
in Heaven
Fire is foreign,
Though food is free.
But in cold harmattan
Shall the household of Heaven
Take a trip to Hell?

106

Of all the plentiful provisions
in Hell
Food is foreign,
Though fire is free.
From what I know about Hell
The toothless can't go there!
Well, without teeth
What shall be gnashed in Hell?
Yet without teeth
How shall the toothless
chew in Heaven?

Chingoli Changa

DROUGHT

Dry leaves are fallen,
naked trees stand bereaved;
dawn has quietly receded
into earth's passive night,
there to await millennium.
Orphaned birds whisper,
the cicadas are silenced;
rivers curl up in fear,
beneath the sand they hide,
there to await millennium.
Laughter lies asleep
buried in uhuru dust;
the folly of slogans is bared:
messiah snores in the palace,
awaiting his glorious funeral.
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